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HANNA- BARBERA 


WANE YOGI BEAR 


G 


ALOTTA \ 
RUNNING LOW BANOAGES? HMM 
ON FINGERS! «LET'S PITCH UR. 


. ESPECIALLY. 

WHEN OUR DdOR _ ¥ 

DOESNIT EVEN HAVE 
A LOCK ON IT; 
B00 B00 BOY! 


BOY! THEY DON'T MAKE 
ZOGS THE WAY THEY USED 
TO MAKE DOORS? 


NOPE! A sapsbiey Hi "ATTA BOY... THROUGH 
fAGER BEAVER ALREADY! NOW 
WILL 00 A MUCH OPEN UP FOR US! 
NEATER JOB! 


POSTMASTER: Please. send notice on Form 3579 te K.K. Publications, nc... PoughReepsie, New York, 
YOGI BEAR, No. 21, July, 1965. Published i ew by KX. Publications, Inc., Poughkeepsie, New "york, In cooperation with Golden Press, age 
x Fe New York. Subscription price In iat r years i ct 


lons 60e per year. Al ghout 
rS.A. by Western Printing. and eel Company. ¢ Copyright © 1965, 


CHANGE OF ADDRESS should reach us four weeks in sally of the next issue date. Give beth your old and 
‘New address enclosing if possible your old address iabel. 


TRADE MARK OF SCREEN GEMS. INC. WESTERN PRINTING AND LITHOGRAPHING COMPANY, Authorized User, 
© 1965, Hanna-Barbera Productions, 


SOUNDS LIKE HE'S SLIDING 
SOMETHING AWAY FROM 
THE DOOR! 

j THEN SOMEBODY 
PUT I THERE! 


I'M RIGHT 
BEHIND YOu 
READY TO BIFF 
HIM WITH THIS 
ne y 
BOO BOO: 


CAVE, BUT NO MOVED OUR 


b TRESPASSER! 


EH? END OF THE Fi Ne THEN WHO 


MUCH DIG Your 
EXPLANATIONS, 


GUESS I'LL TAKE THE 
EARTHQUAKE AND 
“THE MOTHS! 


aN 


(‘ SPOOK ?/ BRR... I 


UT ALONG ABOUT 
SoTL OAAKENED 


THE SMELL OF PEANUT BUTTER, 
AND THE SOUND OF CRACKERS 
CRUNCHING: 


BEEN ‘EATING OUR 
PEANUT BUTTER 
SAND CRACKERS! 


(ULP) ER... 
LET'S BLAME 
IT ON 
MISERABLE 


WELL, GOOD NIGHT, 
AGAIN , BOO. BOO! 


B-BRAVE 
DREAMS, 
YOGI! 


62 


Es 
LOOK AT THE 
FUNNY DUDS 


YOU'RE 
WEARING} 


THROUGH THE 7EW7S AND 
- are 
YEAH, YOGI... 


AH-H! THAT 
HIT THE SPOT! 


re 


ER... MAYBE IT'S 
ONLY THE WORK 
OF A TRADE-RATS, 


ER... MAYBE IT WAS ONLY ‘Y LET'S DEBATE EI 
SOME BEES BACKCFIRING! } AT A LATER } UA or On ge TM 


E, MATE! 
eal lial SURROUNDED! 


(GULP!) MAYBE: } 
THIS IS ONLY IMPOSSIBLE! T ALWAYS WAKE UP 


A DREAM! BEFORE THINGS GET THIS ZoUGHI 


OOPS: MY MISTAKE: YOU { 8UT I SEE YOU'RE JUST AN 
LOOKED LIKE AN ORNERY |\ ORDINARY ORNERY POLECAT : 
POLECAT I'M AFTER NAMED i ah 

PEANUT BUTTER 
BENNY! 


THINGS ARE ADDIN! UP, 
BOO B00! I THINK PeavuT 
BUTTER BENNY HAS BEEN 


ANO_I THINK HE TRADED 
CLOTHES \NITH ME LAST 
NIGHT SO HE COULDN'T 


IN OUR CAVE! 


HEY... THAT'S: 
THE BEST 
GUESS YET! 


BE SPOTTED TOO 
EASILY! 


THAT 4S A SPOTTY 
KERCHIEF | 


I'M GOING TO THE STORE 
TO BUY FLOUR IN CASE HE 
VISITS OUR CAVE 
AGAIN TONIGHT! J 


fps 


NOW HE'S EVEN GOING 
TO BAKE FORTHE 
RASCAL} 


SOMETIMES I 
UUST DON'T 
UNDERSTAND 


HEY!. MY OL! 
GREY BLANKET 
1S BACK AGAIN, 


#9 YoG!! Yoo! ! 
ey GUESS WHAT, 

BIG FUZZY 
BUDDY.» § 


WHOOPS! YOURE NOT MY BIG BUT THOSE ARE NOG''S 
FUZZY BUDDY YOGI, AFTER ALL} CLOTHES YOU'RE WEARING! 
YOU MUST BE PEANUT 
BUTTER BENNY! 


BIG FUZZY 
BUDDY! 


BOO BOO'S 

PLEA FOR ME 

CAME FROM 
OVER... 


bs 


P-PEANUT BUTTER BENNY DID IT! AND IF HE STRIKES OUR 
ee Aa PEANUT BUTTER AGAIN 
YAY TEAM: HERE'S i ny TONIGHT... 
HOPING HE'S TOO SCARED 
. TO LEAVE THE PARK 
NOW IN DAYLIGHT! _. 


ae 


BUT LET'S LET BLANKETS BE BYGONES, 
AND GET RESTED UP FOR TONIGHT, 
WEE MITE: 


Sse oak eae, | GEE 


‘VO HEH! NO’ SaRCASM,CHUMMY! i 
THERE'S A.METHOD TO MY 
. \ 4 


BOY, WHAT 
A Busy, 
SCHEDULE! 


YOU ‘SET / NAY, NTTY-BITTY 


ANp ALONG ABOUT THE STUPID \[ BUDDY! I SET ITFOR 
MIDNIGHT ee Aw Now oN BuigPOse: 


LOOK? PEANUT BUT THEY S70P AT 
BUTTER BENNY . THAT STALAGMITE, 
SNACKED AGAIN... Yoci! THis IS 
Bar AN ST y ‘SPOOKY. 
IN THE AZoue I 
SPREAD ON THE 
FLOOR, HE HAS 
LEFT A 7ea/e. 
OF FOOTPRINTS! 


HMM...ON CAREFUL 
INSPECTION I NOTE 
THAT THIS STALAGMITE, 


2 OLD GREY \Y NOUIRE INVITING A 
BLANKET, BOO BOO! DOSE OF HOT LEAD, 
FUZZY FACE. 


1S A MIGHTY LOT 
, LIKE... 


RUN OR BE WJ SSE fm, HE 
L RIDDLED! t WG EV CAUSED A 
SHOULDN'T i CAVE-IN! 
SHOOT E 
IN MEREL 


OUR CAVE Is Now You 
THE HERO... IT CAN GET YOUR 
TRACKED DOWN 4 \ CLOTHES BACK, 
THE HEEL > YOGI! 4 
WITH FALLEN. 
STALAGTITES | 


TEN-GALLON HANDOUTS 
r JUST WHAT I WANT! 


HULL! you BOUGHT \ 
iaareoe fe WESTERN” 


QUEEKSTRAW!. 
QUEEKSTRAW: 


NOTHING'S WRONG! 
EETS RIGHT, 
I THIN! ! 


LET'S SEE... THERE WAS SOMETHING 
T WAS GOING TO HAVE DONE TO THAT 
i CELL DOOR,..WHAT WAS IT? 


EET EES RAINING 
MONEY. UP IN 
GUNSIGHT PASS! 


4 RAINING MONEY? COME NOW, BABA BO 
JUST SIT DOWN AND LET ME FEEL YouR 
FOREHEAD { 


EET'S TRUE. TWAS \HMM! NO TEMPERATURE! )) 
WALKING THROUGH THE 

PASS, AND ALL OF A 

SUDDENLY, PLUNK ! 
THEESE SEELVER ¢ 

DOLLARS LAND 

IN FRONT OF ME! 


SURE! MIGHT AS WELL! 

THE CRIME BUSINESS HAS 

BEEN KINDA SLOW LATELY, 
ANYWAY f 


== 


EET WAS ABOUT HERE \ 
THAT THE DOLLAR: 3 


EEF WE STEECK 
AROUND, WE'LL 
BE REECH: 


7 SPEAKING OF TOWN, I BETTERY| 
GET BACK TO THE VAIL! THERE 
WAS SOMETHING I WAS GONNA 
HAVE DONE TO THE CELL 900R! 


WHAT DO YOU MEAN, 
WHERE IS IT? 


WHY? THAT'S 
wUST AN OLD 
POGO STICK You 
THREW AWAY! 


BUT, YOGI, THAT'S NOT 
THE KIND OF SHARE 
J.P. MEANS} 


WHERE ARE YOU GOING NOW? } 


FF 


SPEAKING 
A®BOUT THE: 
KIND THEY 
TRADE AT 
THE S70CK 
MARKET: 


I'LL SOON TELL YOU, 


| 800 BOO-AFTER T CHECK 


THE JUNK S7OCK AND 
SEE IF MY SHARE |S. 
STILL THERE! 


‘YOU DON'T SAY. 
GANGWAY, 
B00 B00: 


Y HEY-HEY! LOOKS 
LIKE I'M'NOT GONNA 
HAVE ‘TO GO AS FAR 
AS I THOUGHT: 


MEH. HEM! I THINK \ QUIT WORRYING! WHAT'S AFEW SILVER 
WE'VE GOT THINGS DOLLARS COMPARED TO THE HAUL WE'RE 
STARTED, DEADEYE! GOING TO MAKE? YOU GOTTA THINK BIG! 


COME ON! WE'VE GOT 

WORK TO DOIN TOWN! os 

HELLO, MAYOR 

FussBuDGET: A{ | WHY AREN'T YOU IN 
YOUR OFFICE ? 


("= NAD TO CHECK ON A REPORT 
THAT SILVER DOLLARS WERE 
FALLING OUT OF THE Sky: 


WHAT FOR? YOU'RE 
QUIET, SO I WENT UP TO SUPPOSED TO BEON _—- 
GUNSIGHT PASS! DUTY HERES 7 _— 


1 Ad 


THEY'RE RIGHT: MY PARTNER AND I JUST CAME ty 7 YOU DON'T SAY! 
THROUGH THE PASS AND GOT SHOWEREO WITH A _/ ~ 


WHOLE HANDFUL OF SILVER DOLLARS! 


ET'S GO, PARTNER! WE'VE GOT TO 
IRK FAST! 


WE'LL HIT THE BANK 


GOLLEES, QUEEKSTRAW! I SEE EET ALL NOW. 
‘THOSE FALLING DOLLARS WERE JUST TO GET 


WHY DIDN'T WE 
REACH THAT 
CONCLUSION 
AN HOUR AGO? 


‘TOWN TO THEIR BLACK HEARTS’CONTENT! WELL, THEY 
> WON'T GET AWAY WITH IT! 


a 
WHY, WE'RE GONNA GO 
OUT AND STOP 'EM! 
8-BUT THE DOOR... 
SHE EES LOCKED} 


NO IT'S NOT! I MUST REMEMBERED WHAT I WAS 

GONNA HAVE DONE TO THE DOOR! q 

THE LOCKS BUSTED! A POOR MEMORY 
: COMES IN HANDY 


SOMETIMES | 


WHY, WE'LL USE 
OUR BRAINS, 
BABA Boy! 


[ext WE HAVE NO GUNS: 
OR ANYTHEENG! WHAT. 
7 WEEL WE USE? 


THAT EES WHAT 
I MEAN: WE HAVE 
NOTHEENG 


SHH! THERE THEY 
ARE , JUST GOING 
INTO THE BANK: 


sults 


THEY'LL PROBABLY HIT 
THE DRESS SHOP NEXT! 
WE'LL HAVE TO BE 
READY WITH MY 


= DRESS! 


“ade CORSETS. 


Se Or" 


HAW! THAT VAULT ‘ 


I THE DRESS SHOP IS NEXT, 
WAS LIKE OPENING 


\ THEN WE SCRAM QUTA HERE! ]] 
AKID'S PIGGY BANK! J >——_ 


DON'T BE A DUMMY, 


eke DO YOU SUPPOSE THEY KEEP THE MONEY_J 


IN THIS PLACE ?. 
LOOK BACK OF THE 
COUNTER: 


YOU DUMMY! YOU 
CAN'T GET AWAY 
WITH THIS: 


MSGRAW, YOU NUMBSKULL; WELL, YOUR HONOR , I 
WHAT'S THE IDEA OF DON'T KNOW ABOUT 
SENDING USON A 


\ WILO-GOOSE CHASE? 


BUT I'VE GOT A COUPLE OF 
VAILBIRDS WERE FOR YOU; 


I CAN'T FIND 
AHOT- GUSHER 


COME ALONG! IL 
SHALL PERSONALLY 
ESCORT YOU TO..< 


BUT I DON'T 
SEE HOW YOu 
COULD 
M/sS |T 


WHAT'S 
GOING ON 
IN THERE?! 


Pixie and Dixie, coming home from a walk, 
were horrified to see a big cloud of smoke 
billowing from Jinksy's kitchen window. 

“The house is on fire!’ shouted Pixie. 
“What'll we do?’” ; 

Dixie ran toward a bucket under a nearby 
faucet. “Fill this with water, quickly,’’ he 
yelled. ‘We'll put the fire out!” 

In a minute the bucket was filled, and with 
@ mighty effort the two mice heaved bucket 
and all through the window, 

There was a big splash, accompanied by 
a clank and a yell. 

Avery angry and dripping Mr. Jinks came 
charging out of the kitchen door. ~ : 

“Who did that? What's the big idea?"’ he 
demanded, rubbing a bump on his head.® 

“We were’ putting out the fire in your 
kitchen,” explained Pixie. 

“There is no fire, you crazy meeces!"’ Mr. 
Jinks snarled. ‘That's just me cooking up a 
new recipe, I’m taking up cooking as a new 
hobby!” 

Pixie sniffed the air, ‘New recipe?" he 
remarked. ‘It smells like old rubber bands 
being burned to a crisp!" 

“Very funny!"’ snorted Mr. Jinks, grabbing 
up the mice. “‘As long as you're here, you 
might as well be the first to test my new 
recipe! So quit struggling, meeces!” 

Mr. Jinks took the mice into his kitchen 
where a big pot of something was simmer- 
ing on the stove. 

“Wh—what is it?’’ asked Pixie. , 

“Oh, just a little bit of this, and a bit of 


that!’ replied Jinks as he ladeled out a . 


couple of spoonfuls of the stuff into two 
bowls. ‘Now eat and tell me what you think 
of my new recipe.”” 

The mice sniffed Jinksy’s cooking, wryly 
wrinkling their noses, 

“We mice don't want to be guinea pigs!'’ 
complained Pixie, 

“Besides, we have already eaten,” added 
Dixie, rubbing his stomach, 

“That's right!” put in Pixie. “We just 
don't have any appetites at all. You can't 
get an honest opinion of your new recipe 
from two mice with no appetites!'" 

Mr. Jinks thought it over. ‘‘Maybe you are 
right,” he said. ‘‘In that case a little exercise 
should take care of that. I'll just chase you 
around the house a few times to help you 
develop appetites!"” 

He dumped the mice outside. “Okay,” he 
yelled. .“‘Start running, meeces!"" ~ 

When they had run around the house six 
times, with Mr. Jinks behind them, Jinksy 
called out, ‘Are you meeces hungry yet?’ 

“No, but we are awfully tired,” panted 
Pixie. ‘We're about exhausted!’ 

“‘Well,"’ Mr. Jinks said, as he grabbed up 
the mice, “maybe you'll feel like eating 
when we get back in the kitchen.” 

Suddenly, Mr. Jinks had a strange, empty 
feeling: in his stomach. ‘Gosh, I'm hungry! 
All that exercise gave me a huge appetite,”” 
he exclaimed. 

Hurrying back to the kitchen and the pot 
of food he had been cooking, Jinksy heaped 
his plate, generously. He ate and ate until all 
of the food was gone. 

All of a sudden; he was aware of another 
feeling in his stomach. ‘“Ohhhhh! Ohhhhh!" 
he groaned, “My tummy hurts."" 

The mice looked at him curiously. ‘‘Poor 
Jinksy,"" cried Pixie. ‘He's turning green." 

“I feel awful!'’ moaned Jinks as he ran 
for his bed and flopped down, 

“I'll bet Jinksy takes up another hobby 
after this," Dixie said. ‘His new recipe may 
have been good, but we'll never know.'’ 

“| know what we're going to do,’’ added 
Pixie, “We're going to mix up a recipe, all 
by ourselves.”’ 

“We are?’’ exclaimed Dixie. ‘What kind?” 

“A little mixture to soothe Mr. Jinks's 
poor stomach!"’ laughed Pixie, reaching for 
the box of bicarbonate of soda. 


voor BEAR | JHE MILLIONAIRE BEAR 


HEY, BOO BOO Boy-V 
WHAT' CHA READIN’ / BUSINESS, YOGI! 
IT'S A BOOK BY 


YOU MEAN THE J.P. THAT IS A 
MULTIMILLIONAIRE DEPARTMENT Jf 7 ? IT SEEMS HE STARTED. 
STORE OWNER? BY BUYING ASHARE | 
A OF STOCK IN A 
Yep. ITS ABOUT HOW >) JUNK YARD! 
MADE HIS FIRST MILL - 


y HEY,YOGI! f 1 IF SP. WY | BUT,YOGI,YOU CAN'T \/ OH, NO? IT HAPPENS 
WHERE ARE - JUST RUN TO AUUNK }{ I ALREADY OW A 
YOU GOING? }OD ENOUGH FOR ME! YARD AND BUY A | J \” SHARE, BOO BOO! 

—— “Qian aes SHARE OF STOCK! 


NOW TO KEEP MY EYES 
OPEN FOR SOMEONE 
ee ere MAKE 


DE: 


YOU CAN'T TRADE A POGO STICK IT JUST SO HAPPENS I \ 
AT THE STOCK MARKET! TRADED WITH OLD MAN 
STOCK HIMSELF — MY 
POGO STICK FOR HIS 
SON'S OLD BIKE: 


SOMETHING TELLS ME tM NoT)|. A\No...] BUT,NoGI, U.P, 
GETTING THROUGH TO HIM! ; MORGANTHORPE |S 
Wf SPEAKING OF SHARES OF | THAT ARE GONNA PUT, 
( StOckS THAT ARE TRADED MEIN BUSINESS! 


EC > I), BY BUSINESSMEN! WHEELS! / 


s AS SOON AS THIS QUICK-DRYING 

WHY DON'T =A PAINT DRIES, IT'LL LOOK LIKE A 

I GIVE UP? ‘ MILLION — AND THAT'S WHAT I'LL 
4 ACCEPT IN TRADE FOR IT! 


"THE NEWS SOON. 
GETS AROUND... 

/ MONEY'S RAINING OUT OF 
THE SKY UP AT GUNSIGHT 


PARDON ME! 
I'LL BE BACK ae cee 
IN A BITS ee. 
BEARDS 
i i “TRIMMED... 


DRY GOOD. 


GOLLEES, 
QUEEKSTRAW: 
LOOKS LIKE 
EVERYBODY EEN 
i "TOWN GES 
HEADING FOR 
THE PASS! 


IT SURE AS 
SHOOTIN’ 


GO, BUT THERE'S ): 
TOO MUCH 
OMPETEESHUN! 


GET IN THAT CELL: 


yup! WE SURE 
STARTED 
SOMETHING, 
ALL RIGHT: 


V/Never MINO! vusT \: 


(ULP!) WH: 
WHO ARE YOU 
FELLOWS? 


Y 
HAW! THE SHERIFF 1S GONNA 
LOOK PRETTY SILLY LOCKED UI 
iy IN HIS OWN CELLS i 


GOOD LUCK,YOG!! — 
TILL GO WASH OUT YOUR 
PAINT BRUSH} (SIGH!) 


TILL TAKE A 
SPIN DOWN TO THE 
re 
WAKITS 10 TRADE | |.\ 20 YOU STOP 
A MILLION AHIS THING? 
BUCKS FOR IT! 


OH,WELL, SO I'LL WIND UP IN “4 ‘ 
THE MONEY A LITTLE SOONER! NM ie RS 
se ; = YoO HOO! MR. RANGER! 
— bs Ga GET YOUR DOUGH READY! S 


oD 


NOW HOW COULD YOG!_HAVE KNOWN | 
I WAS BAKING BREAD? 
( t 


) 


THERE'S 5 
BEEN A 
MISTAKE! THAT'S NOT 
THE KIND OF 
DOUGH I 
MEANT! 


BREANWHiLE. } . : ‘ 
| BOY, OH, BOY! WHAT A 
On Rif PLACE JO HAVE A FLAT! 


\ 


DLL WEVER.MAKE IT TOTHAT I'D GIVE ANYTHING FOR A RIDE INTO TOWN! 
BANK MEETING ON TIME! THIS i ae 


WILL COST ME A FORTUNE! : J Sea 
/ pe YOu've GOT Vy 
; Me NO CHOICE! 
Rpm a & 
oo 


YOGI, TRYING TO BECOME A MILLIONAIRE! 
a. HAL HA! HA! ee 


SO THAT'S WHAT THIS IS ALL J 
ABOUT, EH, BOO BOO? 


0 


5 
z 
= 
= 


~ 


YOGI, HOW DID YOU MEET LET'S SAY I JUST 
J.P, MORGAN THORPE? BUMPED INTO HIM 
ON THE WAY TO. 
% THE BANK! 


AFTER GETTING HIM TO THE BANK ON TIME, HE DON'T TELL ME YOU ASKED HIM ) 
TOLD ME TO NAME My PRICE! }\ FOR A MILLION DOLLARS,YOGI! 


‘NOPE! I ASKED HIM TO CLEAR UP WHAT] # HE SURE DID! THEN HE GAVE ME A HUNDRED: 
HE MEANT IN HIS BOOK BY \\ BUCKS AND TOLD ME TO GET INTO SWIMMING 
TRADING STOCKS! STS POOLS! J 


AND HE TOLD. YOU 
IT MEANT INVESTING 
MONEY! RIGHT? 


RATE D> 
PS! 


7YoGI, YOULL WA WHERE'S THAT WATER 
NEVER BE A COMING FROM? 
MILLIONAIRE iN 
AT THIS: 
iS 


OH, MY GOODNESS, I FORGOT AND R MAYBE I'LL NEVER BE A MILLIONAIRE, BOO, 
LEFT THE WATER RUNNING! / BUT I CAN L/VE& LIKE ONE! 


HOW MANY BEARS DO YOU KNOW THAT HAVE 
A HUNDRED-DOLLAR SW/M SUIT AND AN 
/NDOOR SW/MM/NG POOL? NOU WIN, YOGI! 
I CAN'T FIGHT 
SUCCESS! 


I. AM, B00 BOO BOY! I FEEL) 


LIKE A MILLION DOLLARS, 
GIVE OR TAKE A FEW! 


I'VE _A HUNCH TODAY IS MY LUCKY DAY! 
I'VE GOT THAT 2YEKY FEELINGS 


DON'T WORRY, YOGI, I'LL GET 
TO THE RANGER STATION 
RIGHT AWAY! 


A BOO, 
S7iLL FEEL 
LUCKY! 


: SPEAKING ¥ 
CAREFUL, YOGI! € yo OF RAKES, 
WATCH YOUR 00, B00 B00, t 
. STEP! “THINK THAT 
‘ WAS MY 


WHAT NVI MEAN, WHO WOULD LEAVE UNLESS IT WAS USED TO RAKE UP 
pOYOU \A RAKE OUT IN THE MIDDLE A PILE OF LEA\ 


THAT. 
FIGURES! 
i 


OF THE WOODS. 


2) 


AND THERE |S THE PILE OF LEAVES! BOy, I'VE GOT A HUNCH 
MY LUCKY FEELING IS GETTING STRONGER! SOMEONE BURIED. 
SOMETHING HERE 


WHAT DID Va YOU AREN'T 7WAT LUCKY, CHUM! 
I TELL You! - I'LL TAKE THAT! 
AM I LUCKY oF 

OR NOT? 


NOW, BE ON YOUR WAY! PF come With Me, B00 800! 
2 ¢ My LUCKY HUNCH 15 AS 
f __ STRONG AS EVER! 


ee 


ILL BET THERE'S 
A ea FOR THAT 


IT WORKED! AM Z LUCKY, 
OR NOT, BOO BOO? 


THIS MONEY OVER TO THE 5 “| FOR THAT CROOK AND 
AUTHORITIES AND COLLECT . \ GET ANOTHER 
A f REWARD, EH, YOGI? 


"BOO BOO! THERE'S 
AN ARMED GUARD, NOW! 


YZ BEG YOUR PARDON, AND BACK DOWN “THE ROAD 
OFFICER, BUT ARE YOU A BIT, YOUILL FIND THE THIEF 
LOOKING FOR THIS? 7 IN A’ DEEP HOLE! 


SURE: JUST PUT YOUR NAME ON THIS ‘SLIP. 
OF PAPER AND MAIL IT TO THE OFFICES 


ANY FOOLISH 
QUESTIONS! HE'S 
A MAN OF ACTION: 


I MUST SAy, >< BUT WE _ SHOULD 
DIDN'T ASK Vesna HAVE ASKED THE 


QUESTIONS, YOGI! 
LOOK! 


OOPS! I FEEL MY LUCK 
SLIPPING, BOO BOO! WE, Heel 


‘eel! POLICE OR 
SOMEONE! 


NOW YOU CAN GIVE ME BACK MY 
UNIFORM YOU TOOK WHEN YOU 
ROBBED THE ARMORED TRUCK! / 


in ts /| 


YOU SURE TURNED UP JUST IN 
TIME, MR. RANGER, SIR! 


/ FROM NOW ON,YOGI, STAY OUT OF 
TROUBLE AND OUT OF My SIGHT! 
Pra ge) 
OP 
C y 
/ 


YES, I DID! ANY LONGER, 
AND 


YOU WOULD HAVE GIVEN 
THIS PARK ABAD NAME} 


UIT 


Hh 


varatk, 
Wy, 
WELL SOG). t BET [i/ ON THE “CONTRARY, 200 BCO—I was)” 
IVE CHANGED y LUCKY, BUT YOU CHANGED ITON MEI) 
YOUR MIND ABOUT - = =<. 
HAVING “THAT. " 
LUCKY FEELING! 7 L i 
re "% 7 " hh 


YOU SHOULD HAVE LEFT ME 
KNOCKED OUT WHEN THAT RAKE | a 
HIT_ME... THEN I WOULON'T HAVE an 
GOTTEN INV Ss ALL 
ES 


rat 


RANGER SMITH TO 
ALL MOBILE FIRE 
UNITS! FIRE IN 


PINE WOODS} ON 


THE DOUBLE! 


7 RANGER SMITH | 


